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you.   God bless you for the kindness you showed my
poor Maurice and for the unselfish love you bore Mm.

{She takes NURSE WAYLAND'S hands and kisses her on
both cheeks.

NURSE: \With a sob.] I'm so desperately unhappy.

MRS. TABRET: Oh, my dear, you mustn't lose your admirable
self-control. No one can make an omelette without
breaking eggs. And such is the depravity of human
nature, I suppose even the most respectable citizen feels a
slight twinge of discomfort when he delivers the
criminal to justice.

LICONDA: I suppose you will leave an address, Miss Way-
land. Dr. Harvester will communicate with the proper
authorities and I have no doubt they will want to get
into touch with you.

HARVESTER: I shall go and see the coroner and put the facts
before him. Would you like to come with me, Nurse?

NURSE: No.

HARVESTER: If Mrs. Tabret doesn't mind I'll ring up his
place from here and find out if he's in.

MRS. TABRET: Of course, I don't mind, but before you do
that may I say a few words?

HARVESTER: As many as you like.

MRS. TABRET: 111 try to be brief. Nurse Wayland i$
mistaken in thinking that Stella was the last person whc
saw Maurice alive. I saw him and spoke to Mm later.

NURSE: [With utter amazement.} You!

HARVESTER: But was he wide awake? If he'd taken thirty
grains of chloralin he'd have been certainly very dro\vs\,
if not comatose.

MRS. TABRET: Wait a minute, Dr. Harvester. Let me tell
you my story in my own way.

HARVESTER: I beg your pardon.

MRS. TABRET: You know that Maurice's room was just